BARBARIAN STORIES

had to get across. Harald had thought of the
way.

With all the men and all the weight astern, the
galleys rowed all out against the chains: no slaves or
hired men at the oars, but free Norsemen born to the
ships! Their bows were high out of the water; it made
the steering queer, but Harald bit his teeth together
and held her straight. There was a shout as they
went over and a jarring grind on the keel and bottom
planks as they came at last against the chains. The
galley toppled horridly. She was no more a live,
leaping thing, but dead and oppressive, every timber
pressing unevenly on the next, straining to open
seams, the great keel beam rubbed and groaning.
Near the stern the water was almost up to the bul-
warks; two or three little waves came walking gaily
in. The women held their breaths and prayed; it was
worse for them than for the men, who had the work
to do. One word from Harald and the loaded ones
ran forward; the toppling changed direction; with one
great jerk the bows dropped, the stern came up, and
they fell off the chain on to the far side, clumsily,
half sideways and shipping more water than anyone
liked, but at last safe.

They had time then to think of the sister galley.
She had tried the same thing, but the keel had not
stood the strain. Her back was broken and already
the timbers were splitting put and the poor thing
had wallowed over on to her side. A good many were
drowned, but most could swim and were pulled
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